THE SANDS OF URUQ-ADH-DHAHIYA

Sunset found us on a high sandy flat, thick with zahar and
abala^ fat pastures indeed, and even better ones were
reported ahead. There Shaikh Salih would surely be. And
so an early morning start. The party scanned the im-
mediate sands for signs of his tracks, and soon there arose
the now familiar explosive thanks to Allah. I shared their
heartfelt joy, for among the footmarks that had been
identified were those of Hamad bin Hadi, a son of the
Murra whom Salih had mentioned as one sufficient for my
purposes, could he be persuaded to turn guide and rabia.
There were marks of many more camels, twenty others -
encouraging discovery - for our animals, exhausted after
their forced marches to Dhufar and back, could not have
moved on under loads for three more days without a
rest.

"Look, Sahib! That is So-and-so/ my men said, pointing
to a foot impression that looked like every other footprint to
me. 'That is his camel; he was leading her. She is gone with
calf. See how deep are her tracks/ I was astonished at the
accuracy of my party's description of those that were ahead
of us, the amazing facility with which they read the
evidence of the tracks we followed. In comparison the
finger-print methods of the West seem a slow, laborious,
technical process.

The sands are a public diary, that even he who runs may
read, for all living creatures go unshod. Each of my
companions not only knew at a glance the footmarks of
every camel and man of my caravan, but claimed to know
those of his absent tribe, and not a few of his enemies. No
bird may alight, no wild beast or insect pass but needs must
leave its history in the sands, and the record lasts until a
rising wind bears a fine sand along to obliterate it. Snakes,